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General Editor’s 


What are the latest development and produce of poetry in the world? 
Indeed, this is a pressing question for Chinese poets, since only a few 
of them could directly respond to a poem written in a foreign 
language, and in most cases, they have to read renditions of poems to 
gain some insight. Fortunately, quite a number of poetry periodicals 
run columns to introduce and transmit foreign poems via translations 
of them. However, it remains an arduous and almost impossible 
mission to represent the panoramic view of world poetry with only a 
pitiful few translated versions of the selected poems, some of which 
are not “contemporary” at all. 

On this occasion, I felt compelled to give its due honor to 
Rendition of International Poetry, formerly known as The World 
Poets Quarterly, the only multi-language quarterly of modern poems 
translation in the world. Since its first issue released in 1995, the 
periodical has run over 106 issues in nearly 30 years, introducing 
more than 4,000 poets to the readers and offering 11,000 translated 
versions of poems in 200,000 lines of 20 million words. It was 
through the introduction of Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, I personally came 
to know the executive editor-in-chief Dr. Zhang Zhi and the guiding 
principle for him to initiate this quarterly—“eclectic” for his poetry 
selection, therefore he had rallied around him world class poets, 
translators and professors, including Dr. Yu Haitao, Dr. Choi 
Laisheung and Dr. Rosemary C. Wilkinson as the founding fathers 
for this periodical, and later he invited a galaxy of translators as guest 
editors, including Yang Chenhu (Yang Xu), Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, 
Yang Zongze, Madam Cherry, Yin Xiaoyuan, Haifeng Yan (Brent 
Yan), Dr. Tongtian Jianri, Shi Yonghao, Ma Tingting, Ding Liqun and 


Lin Qiao’er. So far, it has translated and published poem collections 
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by poets from over 30 countries and 400 poem selections in more 
than 20 languages, serving as an intersection for international cultural 
exchange by introducing Chinese poems abroad and poems in other 
languages to the Chinese readers as well. Meanwhile, this periodical 
is a launchpad for some Chinese poets to gain international 
recognition and some have won the national literary awards from 
Greece, Brazil, US, Israel, France, India, Italy, Austria, Lebanon, the 
Republic of North Macedonia, Kosovo, Bengal, India, etc. In poem 
selection, Dr. Zhang insists on publishing the most up-to-date poems 
by both renowned and new poets from a wide range of countries and 
regions and the periodical has been especially appreciated for 
promoting new poets. In poem translation, Dr. Zhang Zhi holds 
quality first principle, and most of the translations are done by 
renowned translators—I myself have often been assigned translation 
tasks directly by him. It is for his constant aspiration for the premium- 
quality poems and translations that this quarterly has developed into 
a unique platform for Chinese poets and translators to gain 
knowledge of the latest poem writing trends in the world and to hone 
their translating skills. 

Serving as one of the guest editors, Prof. Haifeng Yan (pen- 
named Muxi Yan in Chinese Pinyin, English name Brent Yan or 
B.O.Y) was born to a family of a profound literary tradition. For the 
influence of his grandfather, a country teacher, at a fairly early age, 
he was exposed to the backbone of Chinese ancient classics, namely 
“the four books and five classics”, which had kindled his lasting 
interest in poetry and learning as a whole. Years later, this bright pupil 
of a scholarly grandfather grew into an upright, vigorous, and 
prodigiously gifted poet and scholar-it is very rare to have these 
shining qualities to be found collectively in one so young. In his 
postgraduate years for a MA degree, he had been trained by the late 
master translator of Chinese Classics, Prof. Wang Rongpei, with 
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whom, he had done a substantial amount of translation and developed 
a serious attitude towards it. In the DA phase, he had followed his 
famous poet translator supervisor Wang Jianzhao to delve deeper into 
the studies of European-American poetry, and American poetry in 
particular. If love of poetry is his “inner beacon”, he is always 
walking in the beam of it. Besides these scholarly influences, he 
draws heavily on life, both on social and natural levels—on the one 
hand, he has shown much interest in social events and try to approach 
them from different aspects and on the other, love of his people and 
land is born in his vein, nourishing him all the while. Till now, he had 
been engaged in traditional Chinese poetry writing for more than 30 
years, and some of his traditional Chinese poems had been published 
in his poem collection A Page of Rill and Hill. He is also good at 
composing new poems, which are collected in Cruel Moon, and some 
single poem creations and translations are occasionally published in 
Poetry Periodical, Jiangnan Poetry Periodical, etc. Over the past 20 
years, he had published 20 poem collections. In 2021, he planned and 
worked as editor-in-chief for an ambitious book series titled Orient- 
Occident Lit Collection(OQOLC), for which—thanks to his 
charismatic leadership—he had gathered the most talented people in 
this field to publish over 20 books in a variety of languages in a dozen 
countries, exerting quite a positive impact on overseas readers. 

On Rendition of International Poetry, Brent has published his 
poem renditions for ten years. In 2021, he thought it was the right 
time to compile these renditions into distinct poem translation 
collections based on themes or genres. After being authorized by the 
editor-in-chief Zhang Zhi, he invited me to be the editor-in-chief for 
his new poetry collection series, with which I gladly complied. 

The translation series is titled BOY Translation of International 
Poetry Series, which will mainly publish poems and translated 
versions done in the past ten years when the periodical was still titled 
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The World Poets Quarterly. Excluding those published after the 
periodical changed its name, the translated works mount to nearly 10 
thousand lines and 100 thousand words in total, if computed 
according to the general rule, that is, every ten lines in a poem is equal 
to 1,000 words. Taken into consideration the great diversity in length 
and form and shift in languages (from English to Chinese and vise 
versa), it is quite an accomplishment for a young scholar, a virtuoso, 
a professional editor and an outstanding poet-translator. What amazes 
me more is that Brent had all the talent, patience and passion to 
translate each line with great proficiency and accuracy, acquired 
through his poetry writing talent and voluminous translation practice. 

However, it is not easy to sort out and edit these poems and 
renditions into 9 books due to their bulky volume, long span over 
time, and diversity in pattern. Fortunately, Brent could attract a dozen 
more editors to work with him. It is indeed a stellar team of scholars, 
ranging from high school to university teachers, bachelors and 
masters of Arts. With each responsible for a specific theme and 
subject, these people, with a stunning efficiency, helped to edit and 
publish his books within three months. To best embody Brent’s 
creativity in themes and genres choice, a few poems and translations 
are allowed to be anthologized in different books. It is actually quite 
a common practice in poetry collection editing. 

As for the publishing agent—the American Publishing Inc., it is 
quite a success story in its field, an enterprising agency that endeavors 
to emulate the six traditional publishing giants, led by Random House. 
In 30 years of development, it has made a strong return to book 
publishing with more innovative ideas pertain to the modes of 
publication. Therefore, this series is a trend-setting attempt made by 
the editor-translator, an active step forward, echoing Chinese national 
promotion policies, to meet our needs for cultural transmission, to 
demolish the old and build a new Chinese image and to let our true 
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voice be heard. 

To be an editor-in-chief is a huge responsibility, but it is also my 
honor to witness and supervise the publication of such a ground- 
breaking series, which is not only the fruition of a translator’s ten 
years of hard work, but an encapsulation of world poetry innovations 
in ten years. As far as I know, this is the first translation selection of 
a contemporary middle-aged translator, and it best represents the 
author’s great language proficiency and thorough understanding and 
ease in choice of diction in both SL and TL. The series speaks to the 
proverb, “Like a teacher, like a student”, because it is a sort of “the 
laying on of hands” by a series of master translators, from whom 
Brent has gained a keen perception of poetry and translation. For 
example, Dr. Zhang Zhi, with a global view and broad mind, has 
authorized and encouraged him to publish his translation selection, 
after he had provided him an editor’s platform in his periodical. I 
deem it my great honor to present this series to the reader, in the hope 
that all will be delighted to find a poetic mind as they read through 
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Dr. Li Zhengshuan 
at Hailong Garden 
Translated by Wu Chunxiao 
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Faithiul to a Poetic Heart, Connate with a Rendering Mind 


Poem is untranslatable. 

However, poem is always being translated. 

Chinese poems are untranslatable, and can’t be translated by 
Chinese people. However, Chinese people are always doing the 
translation: they not only translate English poems into Chinese, but 
also translate Chinese poems into foreign languages. From the 1980s, 
the number of people engaged in translating Chinese poems into 
English began to increase in China. And it is gaining stronger impetus 
nowadays. 

According to my childhood memories, there were many domestic 
poetry periodicals at that time, mainly engaged in publishing works 
of Chinese poets; later, they would occasionally publish Chinese 
translations of foreign poems. In the last one or two decades, some 
poetry periodicals began to set up the column of “English Translation 
of Chinese Poems”, which indicated that translation direction of 
poems had changed from one-way to two-way: in addition to Chinese 
translation of English poems, there was also English translation of 
Chinese poems. Chinese translation of English poems is the input of 
foreign poems; while English translation of Chinese poems is output 
of Chinese poems. 

There are many unofficial masters, and there are many good poems 
that are deemed unofficial. English translation of Chinese poems, 
namely the project of promoting the go-out of Chinese poems, has 
been undertaken mostly by the unofficial. I remember a poetic 
monograph I read about seventeen or eighteen years ago, a sentence 
of which made me excited: In order to enable Chinese poems to go 
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out, Chinese poets issued a poetry periodical named The Chinese 
Poetry International. 

I felt so excited because The Chinese Poetry International (which 
was then renamed The World Poets Quarterly before Rendition of 
International Poetry) was just one of the poetry periodicals that I 
partook the translation at that time for each issue. Edited by Dr. Zhang 
Zhi, a poet from Chongqing, from 1995, this poetry quarterly in 
multi-languages has survived for 27 years. I remember that in winter 
of 2004, I got in contact with Dr. Zhang Zhi via e-mail, we “fell in 
love” with each other though not meeting in reality, and from then on 
I started my persevering translation of poems for several decades. 
One day, when I called on Mr. Xu Yuanchong in his home, he said to 
me: “You and Dr. Zhang Zhi have made a very good cooperation!” 
Upon his words, I invited him on behalf of the magazine as art 
consultant to the periodical. I also became inseparable from the then 
World Poets Quarterly, nurturing even deeper love toward it. Later, 
in addition to establishing the periodical, Dr. Zhang Zhi also planned 
The Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual) and Book Series of 
the Empire Poetry, and published many collections of poems in 
multiple languages in The Earth Culture Press, Ohio, USA. Over 27 
years, Rendition of International Poetry has gathered or cultivated a 
batch of poem translators. Dr. Zhang Zhi the editor-in-chief adhere 
strictly to the principle: the translators of poems must be poets. 

Dr. Yan Haifeng(Brent Yan, B.O.Y) is a poet, translator and scholar 
at the same time, and he has been dedicated to Rendition of 
International Poetry for more than a decade. Now, Dr. Yan makes 
summary and sorting of his translated poems published in the 
previous issues of The World Poets Quarterly, shoulders the planning 
and coordinating tasks, and sets up a compiling team of more than 
ten members, to publish them as BOY Translation of International 
Poetry in the form of collection, serving as a subset of a larger literary 
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series i.e. Orient-Occident Lit Collection (OOLC) to which he was 
the general editor, and publish them to the globe via Amazon 
Publishing—I’ m delirious with joy! 

What a coincidence. I have once said to Dr. Zhang Zhi several 
years ago that, our magazine has been existed for many years and has 
published numerous excellent poems from various countries, and it’s 
time to consider publishing select series. Dr. Zhang Zhi agreed gladly, 
but this matter was laid aside due to shortage of funds and other 
obstacles. Now hearing that Dr. Yan is working on this, I feel very 
happy, and although he only selects his own translations, this makes 
a good start indeed. Those who engage in translation have alike mind 
in translation. 

In recent years, when browsing international anthologies of 
poems published by the western world, we can occasionally see 
English translations of Chinese poems, toward which I feel very 
happy. 

Chinese poems are going out. I hope we can— 

always be faithful to a poetic heart. I hope we can 


always be connate with a rendering mind. 


Zhang Zhizhong 
Early in the morning of March 10, 2022 


Songjian Hut, Tianjin 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Translation is the transference of information, viz. a word-for- 
word communication and exchange. While the translation of poems 
is the embrace of a soul and another, after which a new soul is born 
thereupon. Then the new soul starts its own journey, climbing over 
steep slopes and ravines one by one, before arriving at some 
necessary being—the fitting time and location, where it’d sneak 
untraceably into the body of a reader to commence another 
transference like translation. The aforementioned embrace is thus 
reproduced and, in turn, it promotes the inner reforming and 


regrouping of bone and flesh, heart and blood, to forge another soul... 


Wang Jianzhao 
March 18, 2022 


Yuxin Garden, Beijing 
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066 TEV ZF | Kot RA 

067 Asa Night | sassi Fathi 

068 WME | Heke 
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075 The Slow Hum of Bees | kaye Voigt Abikhaled 
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Ringed in the Heart | Nancy Dougherty 
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Alice | Nancy Dougherty 

FENN 22 | dares ee 

Late Dinner | Nancy Dougherty 

eS EE DAR | yore & Ae a 

Water Lilies | nancy Dougherty 

ABW AGE | bes ee 

New Year's Eve | shihab Ghanem 
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The Arrival of Seagulls | Raed Anis ALJishi 
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A Dance of Bullets | shihab Ghanem 
FZ TE | pe ai ete ete 

Final Act | Raed Anis Al-Jishi 
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We Were Deserters from the Cireus 


Omar Obregon 


Like an insect to the light 
When freedom is a train 

Or other mode of escape 

In which words are lost 

In the eye of the storm 

We shed our skins in the act 
Like glistening serpents 

In the light of the moon 

In the anticipated vigil. 


The next day we buried 

What we lived in bloom 

And we took up another song 
And embarked on a new journey. 


Albumen without shell, 

Dissolved in the immensity 

Of what we call fate 

— A future forged from the past —, 

We were phantoms devoid of direction 
A swarm of beings in flight 

Trying to reach the present 

Tired of awaiting the future. 


We broke the thin cord 
That kept the balance. 
We were deserters from the circus. 
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God and Me 


Bogumita Janicka 


You appear 

Behind the wall 

Swallowing glass handles 

You deal with 

The canned fish using the opener 
Just 

Now 

We consume supper together 
With silent prayer at the forefront 
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I met 

I got to know 

Aman 

Discovering 
Loneliness 

In front of the mirror 
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Fear 

About Him 

Terribly close 

Cuts the veins 

Of my existence 

Not fear about myself 

It becomes 

Grey whisper 

Now a thought about him 
Is restlessly important 
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From This Desk 


Helen Bar-Lev 


From the desk at which I sit 
And bring beauty 

Through these hands, 

This brush, 

Onto the paper 

Into the world, 

The corner of my eye 
Observes the wind 

flipflop a tablecloth 


On the other side of my heart, 
A friend whose son is dying, 
A poet who had a breakdown 
During army duty, 

Another who has just had 

A difficult diagnosis 


In my painting, human-free, 

The North abloom, 

Mountains regal in the background, 
Pine trees and peace, 

Sky blue with optimism, 

Ground green with eternity 


On the radio 
A six-year-old Mozart 
Is wooing my heart 
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Whom do I fool? 

A world in pain 

Paradise so close to a hostile border 
That, if you listen, you will surely hear 
The mortar shells falling 


Am I permitted the peace 
Which creativity gives 
Yet compassion prevents? 


I sign the painting 
A month in the making 
And hurt for the world 
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Inside the Cuckoo Clock 


Valeria Melchioretto 


We laboured inside that Cuckoo wall-clock 
Confined by winding knobs, concentric shafts, 
Honed in by toothed wheels and tight springs. 


To assimilate to native custom was our mission: 
Our cheeks turned as pasty as the clock’s face, 
Our hands also grasped for those happy hours. 


We pitied the stuffed cuckoo with its blind eyes 
It popped out every hour to chirp dead on time 
As if there was still life left in its feathery coat. 


But despite wings it couldn’t flee the clockwork. 
Hypnotized by the pendulum’s menacing tick, 
Confoederatio Helvetica was tattooed on its rear. 


A weary weather woman rustled the curtains 
Kept the alarm hammer always neat and clean 
While her husband announced another rainy day. 


What woods the fur cones must have come from 
Dark and doomed as the beginning of time itself. 
Despite intent the massive bob never kept speed 


Dragged progress along its elliptic path to nowhere 
Or startled the bird to tweet twice in a single hour, 
Quickened its tick-tock tick-tock beyond excess 
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Awaked a dozen deprived ghosts inside the watch. 
Then, the springs recoiled, an escapement gave way 
In good time we caught that gear train and adieu. 
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By the Lake 


Shihab Ghanem 


Each time my car passes the lake 

Where the ducks swim in the water 

Amidst the verdure, 

And I see children playing on swings 

Amongst the flowers 

Or running happily on the grass, 

Feelings of longing engulf me 

The film of memories plays back before my eyes 
All over again... 

Your eager face, brimming with joy, 

Comes to me from all directions, 

And I see your tiny fist full of pieces of bread 
As it flings them into the water. 

And as the ducks race to catch them, 

Your sweet voice calls with childlike excitement 
“Papa... kuko... Papa... kuko... ” 

And the echo of your lisp sings happily, 

In unintelligible words, like the dialogue of birds 
Suddenly you are running at full speed 

Towards the water 

Towards the ducks... 

[run... 

And clutch your precious little body, 

And when it is firmly in my arms 

I hug it fiercely, 

And shower it with burning kisses, 
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Whilst you protest with pleas about the “kuko”, 
With finger pointing to the ducks 


O Wajd, if only you knew the longing 
You would have realized that separation from loved ones 
Was fire... nay madness 


Unie eM a, a be 
ILA a A ES 


Ml, PURER AJL PR REL ER AY es 
UBS A AAR IN A 
FE APUK..... SEA AE 


( SUZ (teAGSA ) 58 76 HA) 


018 


Wiaam 


Shihab Ghanem 


Wiaam! Oh most beautiful of my dreams! 

A palliative for my bleeding heart. 

You emerged, radiant in my life 

Like a bright moon in my darkest hours 

When the burden of life seemed unbearable 

And the years dragged on. 

Yet now it is only death I fear 

And pain is happily endured 

Because I want to live, 

To drink inspiration from the magic of your eyes, 
To behold you and nurture you, 

Protect you from unhappiness, 

A delicate, growing, smiling sapling. 

Combined in you is the brilliance of a flower 
Shining like colours in the impressionist’s art, 
And the sweet fragrance wafting from a blossom, 
Carried at dawn in the tender arms of the breeze. 
You possess the lightness and the music of birds. 
You run and play, and in my latent thoughts: 

It is my heart running and playing. 

Ah! The sweet innocence of children! 

It is a harmony composed in heaven. 

Dear Lord! Shield this child from the winds of sorrow, 
And preserve through her my heart, and my dreams. 
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Without Even a Sancho 


Shihab Ghanem 


O! “Wajd”... O! “Waddah”... O! “Wiaam” 
If only you knew how, when night falls, 
My sleep is lost in its darkness 

And the ghosts spring out 

Dancing over my corpse till day break 

O my cherished loved ones 

O! “Wajd” ... O! “Wiaam” ... O! “Waddah” 


How does an old warrior hope 

To invade a foreign land 

Travelling on a grey, sick horse 

Well past its prime 

With no companion save a broken sword 
With a dented edge? 

I would that this Don Quixote 

Could take a short rest 

Before passing away. 

If only I could mix the words, 

Dip my brush in their colours 

And paint, 

Then this sadness in my heart would wither and die 
It would bring its own death 

And in its place foliage would spring 
And flowers would blossom 

But I live here bonded to misery 

All of them gone and I am left behind 
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Only desolation remains 
All of them gone: Kinsmen, friends, callers 
Even my beloved Muse 


Oh! “Wiaam” ... “Waddah”’ ... “Wajd” 
Sleeplessness has drained me 
Remoteness has consumed me 

And Longing and Love. 
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My Own Melody 


G. Mend-Ooyo 


From time to time, I listen to the wild steppe, 
Waiting for someone, hearing for some time. 
Light and shadow meet and, meanwhile, 
Waiting for a melody to save me, I let out a sigh. 


For you, the right moment of my coming 

Was when the camel cow roared the steppe’s gentle melody 
The cords of wind brought to me the song of birds, 

And I welcomed the most beautiful song of the wild steppe. 


I am the slender plants on the aged steppe, 

The wind whistles and flutes across the grasses’ shinbones, 
The nesting birds sing out their song in the early morning, 
Beyond the mountain’s veil my horse neighs, 


Tuning up, like the two strings of the horsehead fiddle, 
And I feel unified in the earth’s song. 

You summon me, my steppe, with your singing 

And you tune me with the lovely feathergrass. 


The rumbling of hooves passes along the banks of the lake, 

The two strings of the horsehead fiddle are stretched across a 
hidden heart, 

And in the roaring of the white orphan camel at the tethering 
stake 

The sound of the turning of the worn out ring ensnares me. 
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The song of the nightingale stands out among the far 
mountains, 

No melody in the moon on this peaceful evening, 

I shall tune the hundred strings of my melodic heart 

And coax a song from this vast zither. 


I know that it was I my father played upon the fiddle, 
That, joining the frayed winds, he made the strings to sing. 
My horse throws his head, the bit rings out, 

And the fiddle’s two strings align in distant desires. 


I am the strings of the steppe’s placid wilderness, 

How will you drum again, how will your melody resound? 
May the ancient ones guard your dreams of dawn and night 
And sing lullabies to the roots of the grass. 
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Father and Son 


Stanley H. Barkan 


We are both old men and soon enough 
I'll join you. 
—David Ignatow 


As I grow older, 
Moving to “the best 
That is to be,” 
Closer to the earth 
From which we both 
Came, Father, 


I grow to understand 
Your understanding 

Of me, your son, 

I, father of my own son: 


Forgiving everything, 
Forgetting nothing. 


Oh, Father, how 

You would smile 

At me, a father, 
Forgiving and 
Understanding my son 
—you and me in one. 
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Growing into myself, 

The self that was you, Father, 
That am I, Son, 

That is your son to be 

...that is us. 
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I Wanted to Be a Sun 


Vira Shulgan 


1. 

I wanted to be a Sun 

But there’s no sun at night 
That’s why I decided to run 
And follow the evening light 
I wanted to be a Moon 

But life then would be too short 
And I changed my mind soon 
Decided to be a spot 

I wanted to be a Sea 

To visit a beautiful beach 

To feel its beauty and see 
That Poor is richer than Rich 
I wanted to be a Tree 
Enjoying the kisses of rain 
And listen the melody 

Of nearby passing train 

I wanted to be a Stone 

To feel the embraces of wind 
To be a number of phone 

Of someone who isn’t “hind” 
I wanted to be a Kiss 

A passion one, you know 
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In such case lovers would miss 

The way they wanted to go 

I wanted to be a Star 

But then I would be alone 

‘Cause Sky from the Earth is too far 
I would be the same cold stone 

I wished a lot me to be 

But changes wouldn’t change me 
So why do I make tries to lie? 

If being none I'll definitely die... 
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Don’t be angry if your day begins with war. 
Life is a play with no rule, no law! 

Don’t forget that you’re a human! Be kind! 
And try to throw unnecessariness out of mind! 
Be ready to meet old friends and new ones 
Be ready to spend a year like a month 

But continue hoping, pray for life 

Don’t make step along edge of knife 

Try to save your soul, don’t be a toy 

Don’t make an aim about destroy 

You were born to help another man 

Can you just do it out of turn? 

Stay better and day by day 

Break up all doubts, your “might” and “may” 
Close your eyes and reach faraway 

To give your desire a proper name. 
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3. 
If you hold a cup of hot tea 
Don’t be sad! Remember me! 
Just imagine us together 

It doesn’t matter what's the weather... 


And please, don’t cry at night 
You have to avoid my mistakes 
Be brave during your fight 
Distinguish swan sand snakes. 
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Where She Got It From 


Channah Moshe 


The aged woman 

With kerchief bound tightly 
Around her head 

Flattens her grey-white curls 
While her tent dress 
Conforms to the norms 

Of her culture 


She squints at her daughter 
Wearing a tight-clad black suit 
White, almost-see-through blouse 
And matching high heels 

She beckons 

“Come, eat my Gyuvetch...” 
“No, Mom,” said the little girl 
Who now supervises all five 
Major banking groups 

Of the country. 


“T won’t hear of it,” responded the mother. 

“T just ate,” said the ombudsman 

Of a myriad small, allegedly insignificant banks 
Who could botch up 

The country’s economy and her career 

If she didn’t resolutely monitor 

How they relate to their customers 
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And adamantly insure they 
Don’t become party 
To money laundering. 


“T made it an hour ago.” 

“T’m sure it’s delicious, Mom, 
I’m just not hungry now.” 
“Don’t Mom me. 

Sit down and eat!” 

And so she did. 
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Bleeding Heart 


Olfa Philo 


Now that the arm-wrestling game between 
Your roaring devil and my silent devil is over, 
My soul is missing yours... 


Now that I have taken a vacation from 
Your occasional storms 

Your thunder’s rumbling 

Your lightning’s flash 

Your torrential downpour 

Your ravaging tornado 

Your volcano’s lava 

My heart started beating again for yours... 


Now that the scars inflicted by devils started to heal, 
The scar of your love proved to resist all medicine... 


Now that my long buried wrath is exorcised and given flesh 
in words, 
My mind suddenly recalled your sunny sky... 


Now that our bodies are oceans apart, 
Mr. Voidness has not ceased to court me day and night... 


Now that sly wolves and poisonous snakes are playing 
around, 
My heart proudly declared its immunity to all infections... 
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Now that freezing winter has become my only season, 
I missed our emblematic spring... 


Now that sorrow has become my feeding mother 
I knew that life and death lie in the heart... 


Now that your offspring bear your indelible mark 
I knew that past, present and future are but one ... 


BERKS HIS A OAS AEE — AI AS 


PUPAL BUT SERB 


ESR IAS ELS OM PETRA RE 
Sea AEE is ABET HE Foy ee 


BESRISAY FANE TU ASTI BEB EDC 
SOREL Ss. BULA AK ABE — fh 


(Rizr (itt A) 58 84 BB) 


046 


Mehmet’s Sadness 


Emre SAHINLER 


The stairs of our house are very narrow, Mehmet! 
You know well the song 

Which night watchmen keep on saying 

Why are the lame rooms of my heart 

So calm and made of glass? 


Our street is very noisy, Mehmet! 

You know it well 

You were glad as if hearing a kamancha sound in kiiciik 
beyoglu 

When the handkerchief girls laughed together 


Our city is so terrible, Mehmet! 

My father is a deaf and dumb man 

And I want the hungover poems to resound 
On our raki-scented table... 


Mehmet? 

Do you hear me? 

I realized this world is not an amusement park 
Leave-the-country climates have always been covered with 
ashes of time 


There is something you do not know, Mehmet! 

The subjects who regard me as an enemy withdrew into 
their mouse holes 

When they saw bunches of flowers I made from a fishnet... 
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Do you know, Mehmet? 
Allah never stops 
By the city of fatherless children... 
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It Was Dawn 


Maria Miraglia 


I decided to go, at last 

To get out from that house 
Which had been for so long mine 
Heavy and grim the atmosphere 
Divergences and aloofness 
Great like mountains 

Never a word of love 

Never a smile 

But...silences 

The only deliverance 

From the everlasting oppression 
To run quickly away 

And the day came 

It was dawn 

The first day-lights peeping 
From the horizon 

And aimless 

I closed behind me that door 
Only a lean cat in the avenue and 
Just some streetlights 

Still lightening the houses 
Inside me a faint hope 

To hear a familiar voice 

Crying out my name 

Not far the sea and its waves 
Rhythmically breaking 

Against the rocks 
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I found myself there 

Shivering with cold 

Yet could clearly hear 

Coming from the deep waters 

A caressing voice 

And I let me go to its inviting call 
My heart stopped beating 

My lungs breathing 

But I could see 

Shortly after 

Some passers by 

Looking at my lifeless body and 
From a distance hear 

Their voices whisper 

A drowned man...a drowned man 


HK 

FEFE UP BLP ce 
{EB es 22 HT BI) 

TK A ZK ERTR Ach 

AB Fa ey Soke 
POTTS TE A AY IE 
ME IE SP 

Fo He AN FP K 

{AZ JGARA 

FRAGA TL 

— HE BR 
ACL tt SK is 
tH Maat Ah yp 38) 
ANAL 

— AN BIK A Actes —/MBSTK ALA 


( IRR (HRSA) BS 86 HA) 


054 


Falling Drops 


Maria Miraglia 


A rainy summer morning 

So unusual here 

And me at the window 
Looking at the falling drops 
Beating on the roofs of 

A still sleeping town 

Only few people 

Down in the street 

With me my thoughts 

I so often keep 

As in a well closed cage 

To hold sway over them 

But unruly 

They go on their own now 
Freely more than the winds 
I can see them go afar 

As feathers filling the air 
With imaginary figures 
Happily hovering 

For their conquered freedom 
And hear them cry loud 
Asking the emotions and feelings 
To come they too to the open 
Get yourselves free 

They say 

And fly high 

With us 
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I stay there silently watching 
While my face opens up 
To a smile 
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That Love 


Maria Miraglia 


Time goes by 

Day after day 

Different the colors 

Of the new dawns and 
The sunsets 

Changes the scent 

Of the seasons that 
Slowly follow each other 
With monotony 

While like a candle 

Your life is burning out 
Lost at night 

In the memories 

Of your youth age 

Still you feel the call 

Of that Love 

Since long in your breast 
You keep tight 

And in the silence 

Of your barely lighted room 
Clear flow in your mind 
Images of a life 

Never lived 

Besets you melancholy 
While timidly tears 
Stream down your face 
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Homecoming 


Lara Ayvazyan 


Life can be more difficult and interesting 
Than someone a novel 

And in the past famous beauty 

Came back from faraway countries 

It seems that nothing is unusual 

Anyone looking for a final resting place. 

I cannot forget her image personal history 

I cannot fall asleep! 

There are such people no clan or tribe, 

And they live where they feel good. 

What can you do, this is spirit of the times, 

If only everyone found themselves! 

They leave country easily, without any strain 
Perhaps the country where she was born is not right 
And it is not in a rush minute, 

Memory is at it and dream 

She remembers everything about her Russian soul 
The roots of their ancestors in Moscow 

Even France has become not perfect for her 
Life came to the last chapter. 

And there cannot be indifferent 

For Fatherland I give the heart. 

What is the power of the people, the greatness 
If you come back to us? 
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A Lullaby for the People of B. 


Dino Porovi¢ 


Swaying in the wind, 

There were lime trees and a chestnut tree, a leaf that reads 
A communist 

Thirsty children were watching this, 

My thirsty children, having slipped into slumber 

Long before their sleep. 


I wear a white armband 

On my left arm, a marking for 

The Jews 

Hungry children are marked, 

My hungry children, sealed in a wagon heading to 
Auschwitz. 


They have lifted a placard 

Above an African head in a crowd of 

The disenfranchised 

Black Asian children were crying, 

My black Asian children, underfed for a long time and 
Starving. 


They kept the thought 

Away from walls in freedoms, 

Unconditional 

With thirsty gleams in their eyes, children are peeking, 
Both mine and yours; Close the eyes of this 

Absurdity. 


BARRE 


eee sd 


FE RUHL A 

Fe ERE PERT A — ERGY, BA Prt 
bmSa@: Freee 
RAN FINA ek 
RABIN PN, SABER 


MoOABAKK 
RA Feb 
Ba NE, BN 
RERAKA 
DURA FANT ee 
KASH URN FN, AP wt Ht 
ie tt AEE 


AeA SA 
ey HE BRIE SA AACE 
AB SSE ASAT 

WINER AFA E Ri 
RABE AGP, FEU 
DAA AA 


Ah Azo ze Hh 

AB AH ZS, ANE AE 
ANIME AY EFA ARE 

AAT THR FEA a et 0 FS At 
BRINE, RNLARKNAPN 
FEI HGAR HS AEM. 88 ie ee 


(ER (HHAGSA ) BSB 89 HY) 


064 


An African Hand 


Anni Sumari 


An African hand 

Has carefully shaped this wooden sculpture 
Almost 70 cm long, with two heads 

And one body 

Two identical girl’s heads, the eyes 
Closed now because, 

Because they can’t see with them anymore, 
Death has abducted the two-headed 
Goddess in its black armpit 

Goddess who has never learned 

To walk 

But could speak, with her two mouths 
Words that were listened to closely 

And also repeated to the next generation 
The two heads spoke in turn 

And one stopped to listen 

When the other spoke, their conversations 
Would have been all the more interesting 
And weighty and important 

As soon as they realized that they were 

A goddess we would call 

Siamese 
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As a Night 


Sassi Fathi 


She hasn’t left... 

But she reproaches her toothbrush for crying, 

And for the time glasses, 

She arranged her face from the features of absence, 
Afraid of leaving her memory on the table; 

Love is lying on a sofa made from the moon cough... 
She said... 

Who has planted a cloud in the night of my loneliness? 
So it rained a volley of questions on my body 

The violins which are listening to the dusk of my loneliness, 
Are washing by the wine of your colors, 

Then to be combed overtly from my waiting waist; 
Only absence ... 


Kisses you, to forget your face on a cloud, 

And you leave as if you have an appointment 

With the most beautiful losses, 

Perhaps you are preparing an everlasting rest, 

For a forthcoming appointment... 

You carry the burden of absence, and on your shoulder; 
a tattoo lost the key of its failure on poem lips, 

Like a star broke out in sweat in a moment of shame 
Why you learn an exile song by heart like poetry? 
And you scream: 

Hey....Rose, you perfumed the way of our loneliness 
And gave us the lily of seduction 
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I'll wear a tree, and wave with branches to all the stars 
To turn green the stone face... 

And the water laughs at the whinny of the story, 

I....[ try to perceive your beautiful night 

But I have not succeeded to wear your absence, 

So don’t dwell in my body. 
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Fire Relies on the Leaves of Gum Trees 


Dominique Hecq 


No sound fits this spectacle No sound 
But the hiss of fire bark grass 
Searing your world into sheer whorls 

Of alliterations Hallucinations 

Of words resounding with nothing 


Following faultlines a gorge aflame 
Furrows erased in granite and sandstone 
Lines of scribble gums forever 
Receding The gorge 

Barring you 


Now how could I speak again 
When syllables shatter on my page 
Turning words inside out 

When letters hover in the air 

Like the smell of your burning skin? 


We were discussing poetics 

On our mobiles how we didn’t need 
Manuals for wordsmiths 

Preferred to work words as an end 

In itself make a poem fulfilled 


In its enaction ook inwards 
To the materiality of language 
On the page and in the mouth 
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Stress the event not the effect 
You said good bye 

And now I dream that you flit 

Out of my skin your voice 
Lettering me _— Poetic enjoyment 
Perhaps as if to resist 

The etiolation of language 

Don’t put individual utterances on show 
You say perform their moves 

Of repetition re-use reiteration 
Show your reader the absurd 

Desire to contain 


For here is the gum and its inferno remains 
The grave among blistered roots 
The mouthless earth lulling one to leave 


If it could speak —_ it would say 
Here is the silence __ here is the question 
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The Slow Hum of Bees 


Kaye Voigt Abikhaled 


There were days of serene calm 

In the countryside of my youth 

Sun drying dewy mornings 

Air clear as glass 

And the slow hum of bees 

Gathering pollen honeyed goodness- 


Lolling in tall grass eyes followed 
Their amblings and I believed 

This tranquil world would never end 
Seventy-five years have past 

My second roots 

In the twenty-first century 

Gone are serene calm and stillness 
Changed in wars & earthquakes 
Droughts, floods, tornados 

And the beloved city 

Shrouded in dusty haze 

Constant roar of background traffic 


Not a single bee not a single frog 
Owls have vanished 

Rodents make the dry grass itch - 

In blind impertinence we 

Altered our perfect world 

Just look how we have ruined it 
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Actors off Script 


Kaye Voigt Abikhaled 


We were gay and happy then 
Newlyweds first trip to Lebanon 
Summer 1965 


Countless friends and family 
Small cups of coffee 
A prince his wives and children 


Vacationing next door 
We tried each other’s clothes 
Entertaining the prince 
We were gay and happy then 


An important visitor unannounced 
Firm hand shake and fearless gaze 
Hafez al-Assad he bowed to us 


Women retreated to the salon 
Sat on silk cushions sipped thin tea 
Passed an ornate argeele for a long hour 


Cooled our heels listened to ancient tunes 
Until we were ushered back to the presence 
Of the prince 
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Whose mien was to frighten me 
And who was the only one that day 
To foresee what was in store for his country, Syria 
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Mona Lisa of the Mountains 


Nancy Dougherty 


Fishing poles. Lures. I hear them talk of going 

To Hamilton Branch. Before dawn. Breakfast rush 
In cartons and bottles and rattling-laughter 

In metal boxes. Sunscreen and tackle, rebates. 
Licenses. Something like this I hear. 


They will leave the cabin in yellow slickers 
The same as Yesterday and Today 

And Forever. I gaze from my shelf beside 
The trophy plate of flying trout and ballerina 
In powder blue. Oddly at home, 


I am all triangles. The most perfect of compositions, 
Even here, reproduced, edges frayed, amidst 

Sierra pines and their windsong. The evening 
Scramble of squirrels up and down the bark, so noisy 
I sometimes mistake it for rain. Tap tap. 


A woodpecker breaks the reverie, really 

How did I come to be here? I am told 

There are more lakes in my eyes than volcanoes. 
What warmth there might have been. 
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His and Hers 


Nancy Dougherty 


Tin baths 
One steamed 


To stars 
One cooled 
To Mars 


Twinned 
As olive-branched 
Grins 


Handheld 
Silence 


Moon 
Rising 
Great Owl hoot 


Scoop of etched 
Wing reflects 


A cusp of leaf 
Tender as a plaid 


Of words 
Yet swum 
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Ringed in the Heart 


Nancy Dougherty 


Twisted turned upwards flat 

Or pinioned. “Which one is this?” 

I hold out a branch and cone 

Within my palm as we hike on a trail loop 
To Lake Juniper. 


All this growth what is left after fire & 
Ash through the millennium. Soft bed 
Of needles chunks of bark and pulp 
Crunch with each step. 


Without words, we breathe in 
Sweetness of sap and rings of 

The years, now being carried away 
By the black ants. They work 

In pairs, have burrows, are quicker 
Than freight trains. Dragonflies. 
Speed boats. 


If you can’t count 

The wave’s whyever could 
You count the years. Ringed in 
Your heart held in blood-sap 
Closed & tight as a fist 


Like the cones of the white fir 
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Irregular each section & 
Indestructible. Fire water wind 
And dirt held for eternity. 


The shoots of the miniature 
Trees abound. 
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Alice 


Nancy Dougherty 


Her sapphire eyes want to tell you 
Where she has traveled 

But you are not ready to know 
The names of her multiple selves 


Where she has traveled 

Over continents of ice and tundra 
The names of her multiple selves 
The white of her days 


Over continents ice and tundra 
Ever so tenderly in words 

The white of her days 

Black centers of daisies quiver 


Ever so tenderly in words 

Her hands trace the air 

Black centers of daisies quiver 
She sips her jasmine tea 


Hands trace the air in circles 
But you are not ready to know 
She sips her jasmine tea 

But her eyes want to 

Drink you 
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Late Dinner 


Nancy Dougherty 


I knew you were expecting me— 

I sprint to the metro, silk scarf streaming. 

Things couldn’t wait. Cool words hiding like a rabbit 

In juniper. Clothes to bring in 

In from the rain. The scrubbed talc 

Of experience 

And diapers to be changed. A pailful. 

“Mommy” she says, and rolls over. Mommy is 

Something indefinable and self-contained. 

Is tangerines and thunder 

Of hunger. I dreamt of thunder 

And more confrontation with the neighbor 

That went on link after link on the computer like lettuce 
leaves 

Pulled from the head. And on top of everything 

The moans of violin and gush of tears 

On Bleecker Street fused in a traffic glottal stop 

Longest. Is drunk on flack 

On kerplunk of coins for a wailful. Then detour 

Thru red-eye streets I hadn’t known about but here I am, in 
Manhattan. 

Dusk coats the sailboats in chocolate. 
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Water Liles 


Nancy Cavers Dougherty 


Have you ever wrestled with the crocodiles on the web the 
Dinosaurs stalking your sites 

And finger taps and clocks running up their tics and 

Have you forgotten the hour when your best 

Friend plucked a water lily from Lake Waban under bracing 
Noon sun and draped it over the gunnels 

Of fiberglass hollow drifting and sharing stories the 
Occasional splash of oar and buzz of dragonfly 

And now the only rowing is against the currents of economic 
trends that mutate into ripples 

Of rumors and nobody’s got a clue in this grownup jungle 
Of manmade paths the indicators staking 

Out new orbits to exploit and your devices are breathing 
And flaming and the land rumbles with 

Malaise an Amazon of orders and returns of norovirus and 
Rotavirus and lost knowledge what 

of the abandonment of an afternoon among the lily pads 
Stories that spilled over in sequels and jewels 

Of gossip and your coconut-oiled and reddening flesh the 
Only indicators of time hazing and wellspent 
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New Year’s Eve 


Shihab Ghanem 


The longer pointer embraces the other 
At the top of the disc of time. 

And at the moment of fusion, 

One year falls dead, 

One year is born. 

No pangs of a mother 

Just the familiar chime 

Then a wave of ecstatic emotion 


As humans embrace each other 

And glasses kiss and cluster. 

Yet well beyond the din and sway - 

As always when folly crosses my way - 
My thoughts go galloping far away 


And the enchanting Muse-like Sleeping Beauty - 
Wakes up to whisper into my ear: 

“Is this a moment for ecstasy? 

Or, for mourning?” 

Then quickly adds in a fainter whisper: 

“Or is it just like any other moment?” 

And after some reflection I say: 

“None of these is right 

“Tt’s a moment to think and ponder 

“Or else a moment to pray” 
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And whilst a year is born around me 
A poem struggles to see the light 
Before the break of day. 
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The Arrival of Seagulls 


Raed Anis Al-Jishi 


I have seen gulls, 

In holy visions, 
Hover and invent 
The sound of horses. 


I have seen them 

Give alms to rats 

Hungry for crumbs of bread, 
Crucified on the altar. 


I have seen them 

Flap their wings and swallow 
Common rules of fish. 
Reinvent the physics 

Of a silver talisman’s dance 
On the sea’s curve. 


I have seen rats 
Feast at the fall of dusk. 
They claim to be the genesis of light. 
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A Danee of Bullets 


Raed Anis Al-Jishi 


If out of passion I strained my heart, 
It doesn’t matter. 

You crossed each alley 

Of my inner streets - 

Mirrored the dream 

Running through my veins, 

And from my garden, 

Plucked, 

The love grown 

From a pear tree. 


If I offer you roses 

Distilled from my blood 

And if, in your honor 

I play the anthem of salvation 
With my heart’s beats, 

It doesn’t matter. 


Home, 

It doesn’t matter. 

It doesn’t matter if 

All you could offer me is 
A dance of bullets. 
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Final Act 
Raed Anis Al-Jishi 
In the theatre of time I stand crucified on the cross of my 


tongue 
Watching birds as they fall on my song 


And steal breadcrumbs and wine 
That grow from my soulful melody. 


What could meaning hide for me 
If the bars of its rhythms are rooted in the rhyme’s soul? 


I see nails pierce through my hands, 
And yet my dreams hammer back. 


I am a stranger carving out the meaning of home, 
Recollected from memories my footsteps have known. 


This home that lends its marks on my skin 
And prints thorns on branches of my veins. 


A cooing carved, while clouds witness 
The towering dance in my lungs. 


Water escaped the land to pour upon me 
And drench the cracks of my murmur. 
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Some words can’t grow without a body 
Unless slain in the temple of description. 


What if I didn’t listen to my heart? 
My cross is all I carry with me 


This heart I bear on my back bent 
Serene with my songs into the woods. 


My verse metrics sound the storm in my blood 
Against this world of dust that dulls the spirit. 


I hear string echoes calling for the uprising 
Within the confines of my time and space. 


I’m a free soul, and my soul tortures me, 
Likely to stitch my lips into silence. 


Yet my word will take me among 
The scented stream of flowers gilding my guillotine. 


Only poems soothe my wanderlust 

In one poised moment. 

Two raptors surround me: my mind & my faith. 
A whispering angel with broken wings 


Walked seven times around my remains 
Ringing my hums in every round. 
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I will break the pink stone inside my chest 
If she leaves me in a valley with no direction. 


And I will cut the oxygen of love, 
If she tries to break my illusions. 
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